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Oawe
by Nancy Anne-Daur-

The telephone rang late on a
July afternoon at Walden mn,
the hotline for troubled people
In Duxbury. A counselor from,
a South Shore counseling ser-
vice was on the line: He had
a case involving a young girl
with whom he was getting nov
where, and could the hotline
help?

. The. man. who answered
knew. just where to tum, and
transferred the call to the
Rev. Kenneth Reed, a Catho-
Uc priest, who last summer
was operating a haven for
- alenated and disturbed youth
at Camp Chappa Challa in
Duxbury,

That was how 13-year-old
Stacy, a girl who could not
communicate with her family,
began her Chappa Challa ex-
perience.

Until ‘1964 Chappa Challa
had been a Duxbury summer
sailing camp, but had since

ne private property. It
was last summer by
the Walden III board of di-
rectors, Its six acres of land
Included green woods, expan-
sive fields, a salt marsh, 10
five administrative
buildings and-a dirt road that
man its- length, ending in a
sandy beach with a view of
estuarine marshes and Dux-
bury Bay beyond,

For Father Reed it also held
an answer. It could be a per-
fect place for pre-delinquent
young people to reassess thelr
lives,

“Working with kids was noth-
ing new for Father Reed,
$.V.D., of Duxbury's Miramar,

- For years he had worked in

L
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the *“Teens Encounter Christ”
‘program, and had directed the
‘Encounter program In Chicago
from 1966 untll he came to
‘Duxbury In 1967. His ministry
to young pecple all over the
state-was well known and re-
cpected.

He also knew his way around
the drug scene, and had helped
establish New Bedford's Proj-
ect Lighthouse, a temporary
home for kids coming off drugs
or with other problems.

To many, the task that taced
Father Reed seemed impos.
sible, In May the idea had
come to him to make Chappa
Challa a summer shelter for
runaways, allenated youth, or
klds seeking drug rehabilita-
tion. Time was a. problem,
and to a_ friend who strolled
the property with Ken fas he
is known to everyone) in mid-
June, there didn't seem to be
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" social worker.

enough of it for a scheduled
July Sth opening.

The tour revealed cabins
wlith chinks In thelr roofs, dirt
everywhere, administrative
bulldings that housed only a
few old beds and chairs with

* the stutfing falling out., There

Wwas no hot water, no toilets
hooked up, nostove or refrig.
erator, no kitchen, utensils,
sheets, blankets, or towels,
And there were shortly to be
about 25 people living here.

But these problems didn't
deter Ken, and walking
through 2 fleld of hay and
dalsies, arms spread wide, he
exclaimed, “And this will be
our garden!” The friend
stooped, plucked a daisy from
that fleld, and fastening it {nto
the buttonhole of Ken’s green
fatigue shirt, said, “0.K.,"St.
Francist"

The next week the garden
was plowed—by a volunteer,
of course. .Then, driving up
from New Bedford one day in
an old truck, Ken spotted a
farmer standing by a manure
pile. Slamming on hie brakes,
pointing to the pile, he asked,
“Hey, can I have some of
that?” Thus was the garden
fertiltzed.

A staflf was quickly assem-
bled. From New Bedford and
Project Lighthouse came Miss
Arlene Arruda, a 25-year-old
U Ken was
Chappa Challa’s heart, she
was {ts soul, .

From Yale came 23-vear-old
Morrison Bump, Sitting on
the steos of Duxbury’s St
John's Episcopal Church one
June day, talking to its pas-
tor, the Rev. Lewis Mills,
“Bump” wondered what to do
with his summer. Hearing of
Chappa Challa, he signed on

-and became a strong meniber
.of the team,

He could be
seen all summer driving a

" bright red truck with white.

lettered “Chappa Challa” on
its doors from the dump to
the postoffice, to housepaint-
ing jobs, with ‘the resident
kids fllling the back. .

From Mt Holyoke came
psychology major Lynne Dor-
an. A soft - spoken Duxbury
girl, she was to have many
tate night “raps” with
troubled girls. .

Tall, blond Peter Shields of
Hingham had graduated from

. Massachusetts Junior College

and - was heading for Boston
State. He had met Ken
through- the “Teens Encounter

Christ” program, and had
seen him often. “I was Im-
d by his .

Pete sald. Pete wos the “tin.

‘Knowlton,

neChappa

~ Challo

Experience

It lasted only one summer, bbf it
changed profoundly the lives of
everyone who came in touch with it

kerer” of Chappa Challa and
could usually be found poking
in a car engine. .

“I'm not fust a house paint-
er,” said ‘Braintree’s 2l-year-
old Ed Ditlon, who neverthe-
less was lending this talent
to Chappa Challa for the sum-
mer as wdirk director. Hav-
ing completed three years at
the Boston campus of the
University of Massachusetts,
he was aboul
off and finish a novel he was
writing,
curly sideburns and hair, he
is dominated by blue eyes that
suggest both his wit and se-
ricusness,

Two who knew the real hor-
rors of the drug scene were
Fairhaven's Bob (Bash) Ba.
chand and Needham’s Peggy
“Bash™ at 18 is
quiet and steady, and one
liked to try and make him
laugh. Peggy's. blonde good
looks combined with-an Intelli
gent mind. She, too, was 18,
She was a friend of the son of
the owner of the property, had
“heard what was going on,
came down to take a lock,
and stayed on.” She was to
become an “ace” on the staff,

Two recent high  school
graduates were Theresa
(Terry) Edera, a ballet stu-
dent by day and a Chappa
Challa stalf member by night;
and Gordon Starr, a liberal
arts major at B.U. who came
down “as a wvolunteer for
three days looking for some-
thing better to do than noth-
ing,” and declded to stay.
“"Gordie™ brought his potter's
wheel with him, and- it was
to be put to good use,

By the end of June the tem-
Ppo around Chappa Challa had
increased. The staff had
moved In, there were more
cars around the building that

t to take a year .
Mustached, with

had been selected as the of-

fice, and these dashed in and
out on many errands. A buzz

Help was suddenly coming
from everywhere, A large

, {reezer was donated; one man
skilled In carpentry waiked

the empty buildings one night
making five pages of notes on
where to put the kitchen, what
permits would be needed,
whut repgirs
From the Duxbury Rotary,
Club came a washing ma-
chine; “from others came a
stove, reffigerator, sink, and
offers of manual help, The
weekly newspaper Duxbury
Clipper gave free column
space each week to keep the
community informed of Chap-
pa Challa’s activities, One
gentleman rushed to have his
truck repaired so he could
spray the nearby wvegetation
30 keep the camp free of mos-
quitoes; one “lady, ~ hearing
that' the kitchen had '“noth.
ing,” didn't know why, bdt
was convinced it was her job
to find the needed imple-
ments. Within two. days ali
were collected, from silver-
ware to. soup ladles, and
transferred from the back of
her station wagon to the tem-
porary shelves of the kitchen.
A Duxbury architect drew the
floor plan  for the kitchen
building: a Duxbury lawyer
drew up the lease that se-
cured the property for the
simmer. Even the weather
cooperated: a wet, cool spring

glving way to one sunny day

after another as the staif pre-
pared the camp. -

It Ken Reed is a lover of
God and. man, he is also a
plumber, and it was this tal-

. ent that he put to immediate

use. He hooked up the tollets
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necessary, -
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and got the showers working, -

while the staft aired ‘bedding,
planted the. garden, cleaned.:
cabins, - prepared-. one “of" the "

- administrative buildings for: a -~

¢ hall,” and _paigted
orange crates: with' bright. red
“Chappa Challas” . to- distrib-"
ute to local churches for'a col-
lection ' of donated canned

To_save' time ‘during ‘thé
day because the stove had not
been hooked up and all their
meals had to. be ¢ooked over
an outdoor open :pit,  Ken
asked Duxbyry:ladles ‘to.pro--
vide lunch for himself aj .the”
stafl. As oné'hostess: dished -
‘up dessert, sheasked where
the troubled ‘kids- were:golng

15 places' the camp
paring for them,
“We don't know

was, pre-” .

quietly, “by ‘heart.¥: L
On July 5, as most. of ‘the -

resldents of Duxbury were ¢n-

Joying the traditlonal’ patade

down the ‘town's main ‘street,” °

1o be coming from.tp fl-the . -

3 8T gy ‘.
"ND.".‘:M mw‘ .

Chappa Challa quietly opened

its. doors. - Pink ‘leaflets had
been . distributed ' through" the

churches cutliningthe affgof*

the project as a temporary )
-shelter service for. youths 18

years and under, where there .
would be individual counsel-
ing) group “raps” and recre-
ation facllities, * Py
Though no .navment woild

" be required. all residents—who

had to have pavental’ consent

—would he expected 1q partici.
i

pate in-the dally r t

ties necessary for, maintaining
the-camo. At first there yero
13. and finallv the full ‘coiple-
ment of 15: Though most. were
scheduled to stay for: three-
week Intervals, some remained
the entire summer. They came
from many towns and in vari-
ous wavs. Some were referred

by churches; others by social .

arencies. Arlene brought one.

-directly from ‘juvenile court.

She was there one day on an.
other case, spotted. 14-vear-old
Mike, thourht ke would fit.into
Chapon Challa. and asked the
judge to let ker take him with.
her, Knowing Arlene.and her
work, he consented, -:. .. .
To assist the "staff, there.
were other volunteers .who:
came in dailv: women to cook
meals, others to man .the’ of-
fice with -jts’_telenhone and
notebook in which all visitors
and residents had-to sign in
and out. In additfon. Kenhad '
: + Contiowed on page 8
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Arc Lamp §89

. Parsons Sofa, from $299

Chrome, Glass tables—$49 and $69
During our ennual Winter avent
hundrads of items have been

speciolly priced—

Teak, Walnut ond Rosewood imports;

Leather swivel-tilt chairs;
Bedroom, dining and living room.
The time is NOW at—

. —and its in
Watertoun

3 min. from
- Newton Corner
(Exit 17 Maoss. Pike)

8 | Herald

WOPERAEL. G (5 v«

1

3

o

The Chappa Cholld Experienée -

lined up families, each to live
one week in a cabin. to expose
the kids to a “stahle family
situation, which some have
never seen.” There had been
advance role-plavine sessions
to prepare them all for situa-
tions that might arise. “These
were mostlv for adnlts.” said
an 18-year-old college girl vol-
unteer as she weeded the zin-
nia patch bv the office door,
“"cause kids understand
more.” She was right. For one
50-vear-old woman. the first
dav's dutv was a painful ex-
perience. “When T ot home T
felt like fissue paner. T stood
in mv shower and sohbed,"
Believine that work is re-
habilitation. Chappa Challa
took on jobs. There was a salt

marsh on their property to be

saved, roofs on the tabins to be

repaired and reshingled, houses
in town to be nainted under Ed
Dillen’s direction.

All did not run smoothly at
Chappa Challa. Troubled kids
have short attention snans and
work was-a real. “hassle,”
Some didn’t obev curfew and
had to be “grounded.” There
was an incident of stealing: the
boy was promptly dismissed.
Another took a knife from
the kitchen intending to use it
on someone else, but Arlene
got it back. There were crying
jags, and “when there was ex-
citement in one part of the
camp, you felt it everywhere.”

Money was a continuing prob-
lem. There was no original
funding, and though Arlene had
written a proposal to the state,
which had excess funds for
drug rehabilitation centers, no
return could be expected be-
fore October. A post-office box
was set up and checks of $10,
$15, $25 came in. One $800
donation was quickly eaten up
with the purchase of a hot
water heater, vinyl fooring for
the kitchen, and food for the
always-hungry Chappa Chal-
lites.

The kids decided to help
themselves by having a bake
sale. Using the kitchen of the
Episcopal Church, they spent
one whole day baking huge
mounds of honey-wheat bread.
These loaves, and the other
cakes, pies, cookies, and gar-
den products that were donated,
netted them $125,

One Saturday morning, the
camp learned from the Rotary
Club that the caterers« for
their annual auction—due that
day—had defaulted. In 30 min-
utes, Chappa Challa was in the
refreshment business, and be-
cause most of the supplies had

CONTINUED

Ken Reed was more than just a priesf.
he was o plumber as well, and he put
this talent to good use at Chappa Challa

been donated, they were §150
richer by day’s end.

Wednesday night, July 28th,
was perhaps a typical night, a
quiet night ar Chappa Challa,

One” woman friend of the
camp described that night:
“When I arrived at 7:30 T had
a cup of ccifee with ‘Bump’,
who then left to take home
Rick, a boy who was ending
his stay.. T helped ‘Terry’
Edera and a girl named Donna
do the dishes and clean up
the kitchen. Donna was in a
high-powered mood. As a child,
she had been beaten by her
father when she cried. It she
then tried to smile, he would
beat her for that. She had
invented another person inside
herself, and then had drifted
into drugs. Off heroin, she was
making a recovery, but this
night was talking constantly
of how her friends had
*“freaked out’" her parrot on
drugs, causing It to walk up-
side down in its cage after
that.

T went into the small office
and listened to Arlene explain-
ing the camp to a teacher, a
sun-tanned pixie enveloped by
the armchair, who had come
to volunteer tutoring services.
“Patience is the only thing
that works,” ' Arlene began.
“We don"t impose anybody
on anybedy. If your approach
is calm and vou don't come
on like an authority figure,
you'll be all right. Don't be
surprised at anything you see.
People you have conflicts with,
just avoid. Sometimes kids do
strange things . .
person responsible for them,
There's nothing to be afraid
of, but one kid can trigger oft
all the rest, The stafl meets
three times a week and we
know what's poing on. The
kids have to do dishes twice
a week. If they try to get out
of it, the dishes wait for them.
We have more boys than girls
here, but 1 don't know why.
It you could give them some
biology, math. history, to get
them back in the groove . . ."
. The "office was now full of
people. Pete ‘Shields was at
the desk-on the phone; “Bash”
and T were “sitting shoulder
to shoulder' on the day bed
that doubled as the sofa.

. find the -

Donna was repeating her par-
rot story word for word, when
Lynne Doran came in, - ac-
companied by Stacy, the girl
whose case had come in over
the hotline. Statuesaue, pretty,
aloof, looking five years older
than her 13 years she had just
returned from uptown with
some Laredo tobacco to roll
her own cigarettes. It was
her first night at Chappa
Challa. “Keep that tobacco
in your own cahin,” Arlene
warned, “or you'll lose it.”
Cars and a motorcycle came
and went, Arlene jumping up
each time to investigate. “This
is rally night here’ tonight,”
she said. Two boys entered,
one bringing $60 with hirn, He
had worked for-a week at
Duxbury's Coffee House and
was donating his pay. “Wow!
That'll buy our groceries next
week,” a jubilant Arlene sald,
but her eyes never ‘left .the
face of his friend who jab- -
bered constantly. TN
When they left she said, “His

_friend is speeding.”’ *“Bash”

looked at me. “That's diet
pills. You know, in every
medicine cabinet in America.”
“Not in mine,"” I said." “Well,
you're different. My mother
had two kinds."  Donna. was
dancing across the floor, click-
ing her fingers and -singing,
“I'm an angel, with a 'halo

.."" Pete quletly cut through
with, “Who came in ‘today?"

At 9:30, Ken arrived back
from a meeting. He, Arlenc
and T went into the kitchen;
and over bowls of blackberry
Jello I asked if there was any

" hope for Donna. “Yes!” She

knows when she cries now it’s
not another person, but only
her emotions," Arlene said. .
Ken and I came out into
the sweet, moist earth smells
of that July night and drove
the short distance down the
dirt road to his cabin. - Sud-
denly, from Arlene: !!‘Ken!
Ken! Donna's disappeared!
She’s not in camp!” P
Grabbing a flashlight with
one hand and me with the
other, for it was pitch black,
Ken began to search for-her.
We looked in cabins: in one,
a deeply troubled boy named
Will had climbed between' the
sheets of a temporarily vacant



girl's bed, and was asleep.
*“He’s full of hostility, and very
unstructured, but we've got
him to the place where he will
at least wash his hands every
day. . . . Donna's doing this
for attention, . , , Something's
set her off.”” Another cabin
revealed Betty and Deane
Laitinen, the resident family
for the week, quietly playing
cards by candlelight, their
little daughter asleep on a
nearby bed, a peaceful tab-
leaux. “I've found her, Ken,”
shouted Arlene, and we re-
turned to his cabin.

“You must remember that
these are patients, only am-
bulatory,” Ken said. “Rick,
who left today, is 18, and his
mother never let him grow
up. Remember what it says
in The Prophet? It's like put-
ting an arrow into a bow and
aiming it, but then you must

“let it fly. . . . While he was

here he took an overdese of

" aspirin. We gave him ipecac,

which made him violently sick,
and heard him retching all
night. But he'll always asso-
ciate an overdose of anything

with unpleasantness, , . . I've

got a lot of thank you notes to
write tonight. , , ."

With that, he saw me to my
caf. [ lay in bed that night
unable to sleep, my mind so
full of impressions.

And that bad been a quiet

-night at Chappa- Challa.

All who came to Chappa

:Challa in the summer of 1971

—volunteers, staff, residents
alike—both learned and taught,
and there were some whose
lives would never be quite the
same again, Stacy was to
write:

A volunteer
tutor was fold:

. ""Don't be surprised

atf anything

you see

“I've been at Chappa Challa
for two weeks. Chappa Challa
is like one big happy family,
I've never in my life seen so
many kids loving each other
so much, T came here be-
cause I ran away and a so-
cial worker told me that
Chappa Challa might be a good
place for me to go to be away
from home so I could think
about things and ‘get my head
together.' .

“At first I thought Chappa .

Challa wouldn't be as pood as
it is. T thought it would be
like a jail; but it isn't. There's

e

“Challa,” said Ken.

good food and nice people.
There is a lot of freedom if
you become a member of the
community and abide by the
three rules: ne drugs, no
liquor, and abide by curfew,
“During a typical day, we
work in the morning. . . . Then
after lunch we do a lot of talk-
ing, and we go swimming,
fishing, clamming, and boat-
ing. At night we sit and talk
or sing, and sometimes we g0
sailing . . . or for a walk.
“All the people here talk
to me, and I came out of my
shell, and I can talk to them.”

After Chappa Challa closed’

its doors Sept. 5, 24 of the 25
kids who had lived there re-
turned to schcol. The 25th,
a boy, is living with a Dux-
bury school teacher, working
full time, and hopes to start
evening school next semester,

“The results of the camp
were miraculous in the num-
ber of kids who were placed
in Duxbury homes because of
associations formed at Chappa
One of
these, a boy who had failed
miserably in school last year,
received two A's, a B+, and
a C+ on his fall report card,

There were other results:
the Plymouth Area of Region
VII, Massachusetts Depart-
ment of Mental Health, was
impressed by the Chappa
Challa concept of 24-hour-
available counseling. It is
seriously pursuing the sugges-
tion of a permanent residen-
tial program. [f such an idea
becomes reality, Ken has been
asked to coordinate the effort.

“For some time, many of us
in drug rehabilitation have
seen the need for a sizable
farm, away from city streets
and ‘pushers,” with a number
of outbuildings for animals,
and yet some availability to
transportation. A fter being
originally funded, it should be
self-supportive,” he says.

As yet that remains a dream.
But for last summer at least,
Chappa Challa was ‘like a
prism, which caught the light
of love and reflected it in
many ways, In gifts of fruit
and flowers, and a flashlight
searching for a frightened girl.
In Peggy Knowlton, sitting in
the office armchair, smoke
curling from her cigarette,
counseling parents twice her
age. In Ed Dillon saying, “T
might not understand all these
kids’ emotional problems, but
what I can be is, T can be a
friend.” .

‘There was the telephone man
who came to plug in the phones
who returned day after day
on his lunch hour; and, the
mother of six children who
came in weckly to fix meals,
taught Donna to sew, and took
her home to live at summer's

end. And it was a baptism.
Pegay Knowlton said, *“No
one has ever ‘rapped’ with me
about religion before, but after
spending the summer with
Ken and Arlene, T KNOW
there's a God."” At 7 p.m. one
Sunday evening, at her own
reauest. with Fr. Kenneth

Reed officiating. and the Rev.
Lewis Mills assisting, with
her family and all the Chappa
Challa residents in attendance,
she was baptized in the salt
water of Chappa Challa’s own
beach,

That was the Chappa Challa
Experience. "
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